

A photo?


To those who find it hard to smile

Characters:

Alicia

Luis

(Listening to “Spring” from Vivaldi’s “Four Seasons”, Luis is sitting on a chair. He is reading a magazine that holds on his right hand and rocking the baby carriage where the baby lies with his left. The baby cannot be seen by the audience. The carriage is perpendicular to the audience and the baby’s head is supposedly closest to the spectators.)

Alicia: 
(Offstage) How’s he doing?

Luis: 
(Looks into the carriage and answers.) Pretty cool. (He goes on reading and rocking him.)

Alicia: 
Why don’t we take advantage of it and get a photo of him?

Luis 
(Looking offstage) Now? (With little enthusiasm.)

Alicia: 
(Coming in drying a plate) Well, yes.

Luis: 
No… I mean, as he is so calm…

Alicia: 
Come on, nothing wrong will if happen we take a photo… Go ahead, get the camera. (She goes back into the kitchen.)

(Luis exists and Alicia enters, she dries her hands carefully on her skirt. She comes close to the carriage and starts tiding it up. Luis comes back  with the camera and opens the case.)

Alicia: 
What about the flashlight?

Luis: 
(He takes a look. He is insecure.) It’s true. (He exits again. Alicia follows him, tiding the baby up. Luis returns with the camera and the flash and begins to set things up.)

Alicia: 
Do you think he’s OK this way? Shouldn’t I arrange him a little better?

Luis: 
No, leave him like that. (Without looking; he’s concentrated on setting up the camera and the flash.) He’s all right like that… let him be natural… the important thing is his expression.

Alicia: 
Yes, let it seem like… like unexpected, huh?

Luis: 
Instantaneous. (Meanwhile he’s trying to connect the flash.)

Alicia: 
That’s it… (Arranging the baby) I hate pictures where people pose, it’s like they had no life… isn’t it?

Luis:
 Mmm… (He nods without paying attention.) I think we’re missing a wire.

Alicia: 
How many do you need?

Luis: 
Let me do it… (He defends himself.) I’ll figure it out in a sec… I thought there were two, one from the flash to the camera and the other from… (He doubts.) I’ll try it with only one wire. (He tries.)

Alicia: 
And?

Luis: 
(Drawing the flash up his ear) It seems to work… at least, it whistles.

Alicia: 
(Joking) Like a pressure cooker.

Luis:
 (Becoming confident) Of course, it had to be like this.

Alicia: 
Can we take the photo?

Luis: 
Wait, the light has to turn on… Let me do it! You have no clue… Do me a big favor and don’t interfere.

(Pause)

Alicia:
 Ready?

Luis: 
Now, yes. All set… Let’s see where we put him… (He hesitates and he finally takes the baby carriage to the edge of the stage. He tidies it up.) I’d better take it from above, don’t you think so?

Alicia: 
Yes, so we get him full front. 

(Luis puts a chair in front of the baby carriage and stands on it. He’s facing the audience. He looks through the lens.)

Luis:
(Looking up) Am I six feet away?

Alicia: 
(Looks) Yes, more or less. Did you take the cap off the lens? (Luis moves the lens and touches something on the flash.)

Luis: 
Yes. It’s all set. (He looks through the lens again.)

Alicia: 
Take a good one, eh?

Luis: 
(Looking through the lens) Listen, you do something to him, look at his face. (Alicia starts to make a little bird with her hand; standing by Luis’ chair, she makes faces at the baby for a while.)

Alicia: 
(To Luis) So?

Luis:
He doesn’t smile…

Alicia: 
(She insists with the little bird.) (Then) Hang on, I’m going to get the rattle. (She exits.)

(Luis puts down the camera and stands on the chair waiting, annoyed. Alicia returns with the rattle. Luis goes back into position. Alicia does funny things with the rattle.)

Alicia: 
Nothing… (She insists, more and more faces and funny things.) He won’t smile.

Luis: 
(Putting down the camera) Try something else.

Alicia: 
Could he feel badly? (Luis makes a gesture indicating he doesn’t know) Maybe his belly aches… Today he ate more than usual.

Luis: 
Give him the medicine drops. (Without enthusiasm)

Alicia: 
But… he may fall asleep…

Luis: 
(Going along) Put on some music for him.

Alicia: 
That’s not a bad idea, you know? He loves it. (She takes a look at the records and chooses one.)

Luis:
(Steps off the chair, in disbelief) What record are you going to play?

Alicia: 
Tchaikovsky, he likes it a lot. (She puts it on.)

(They both look at the baby. Nothing happens.)

Luis: 
Put on Vivaldi, the one I was listening to; he was doing fine with that one.

Alicia: 
Vivaldi is nice, but not to laugh.

Luis: 
And what’s so funny about Tchaikovsky? You might play Woody Woodpecker as well, for that purpose.

Alicia: 
Don’t be silly.

Luis: 
The two of us seem a pair of… I don’t know… Look, if someone were watching us he’d be in stitches… The things that we do so that he…

Alicia: 
(Looks at the baby and suddenly) There, go, there, he’s laughing! (Luis steps on the chair very quickly and takes the photograph. The flash blinds the audience.)

Alicia: 
(To the baby) Sweet! (To Luis) He came out gorgeous, I think.

Luis: 
OK, we’re finished. (He gets off the chair, he advances the film, looks at the camera and stares.)

Alicia: 
He looks so pretty! (She looks at Luis tenderly) We were so scared he looked like a monster, remember?

Luis: 
(Nods.) Mmm. (He keeps on staring at the camera, he advances the film.)

Alicia: 
Anything wrong?

Luis: 
It has no film.

Alicia: 
I can’t believe it.

Luis: 
Why not? (Defending himself) I forgot that I had already taken it out… It’s not so terrible… Anyone can make a mistake, eh?

Alicia: 
I said nothing…

Luis:
No, you only said you couldn’t believe it, that’s the same as saying: “I can’t believe what an idiot you are”.

Alicia: 
No, Luis, don’t get mad, come on!

Luis: 
I’m not mad, that’s the way it was… On top of that, tell me why do I have to take the photo myself?

Alicia: 
What do you mean why? (Surprised)

Luis: 
Yeah… Why don’t you take it? You were the one who wanted it!

Alicia: 
Let’s not start those things now! When I asked you to take it you didn’t say anything.

Luis: 
I asked you if it had to be right now.

Alicia: 
And what does that mean? We agreed to and… and… well…

Luis: 
Ah, well and well, very clear.

Alicia: 
But Luis…

Luis: 
(Interrupting) Forget “before”. If I said “yes” or “no” or nothing before, at the end it doesn’t matter, things can change… and now I wonder: Why do I have to do it? 

(Pause)

Alicia: 
Don’t you have another roll of film?

Luis: 
Yes, I have one in the closet… I bought one, just in case! (He exits. Alicia stays on, playing with the baby.)

Luis: 
(Offstage) Black and white?

Alicia: 
OK.

Luis: 
(Entering) Did you prefer color?

Alicia: 
No, it’s the same. (Luis starts to load the film.)

Luis: 
I hope he laughs quickly now.

Alicia: 
… Won’t another flash be bad for his eyes?

Luis: 
Do you want me to take the photo or not?

Alicia: 
… OK, go ahead, I hope nothing bad happens to him.

(Luis finishes loading the film and preparing the camera. He steps on the chair, and gets into position to take the photograph.)

Luis: 
Come on, play with the rattle. (Alicia plays a little bit. Nothing happens.)

Luis: 
(Always in the same position) With more enthusiasm, Alicia. How do you expect him to laugh that way?

Alicia: 
OK, what do you want me to do? (She starts playing more excitedly.)

Luis: 
(In place) Couldn’t he be hungry?

Alicia: 
(Looking at her watch) It’s still an hour before his lunch.

Luis: 
Just in case, don’t move your tits too much.

Alicia: 
(Mockingly) Ha! How funny!

Luis: 
Maybe he gets horny.

Alicia: 
What an asshole you are!

Luis: 
(Ironic) No, you’re right, to get horny with you…

(Tense pause. Alicia looks at him defiantly.)

Alicia: 
(Ironic) Who’s talking? And who are you: Mr. Hotshit of America?

Luis: 
OK? Play, let’s see if we can take the photo once and for all. I’m starting getting cramps.

Alicia: 
(Looking at the baby) There, go ahead! There, he’s smiling! Take it! Take it ! No!! Wait!!

Luis: 
(Taking the camera from his eye and looking up, scared) What’s the matter?

Alicia: 
I don’t know… It  was a very, very… the smile… a very hard smile.

Luis: 
You’re pulling my leg.

Alicia: 
No, I’m quite serious. (With a look of disgust) I don’t know, not a kid’s… an expression too firm. (She mimics a smile with a “firm expression”) Don’t you think so?

Luis: 
(Stepping off his chair) I think that if we go on with this business a little longer we’ll go insane.

Alicia: 
No, Luis, understand me, a photo is something that stays for the whole life… and his coming out with that face…

Luis: 
Give me a break! Let’s calm down a little bit and talk. I’d say this business requires a little organization, what do you think? (Always with a little irony.)

Alicia: 
What do you mean organization?

Luis: 
Let me speak. Yes, we must get organized, lay down the basics of the problem. For example, first item: how many kinds of smiles are there? Secondly: which one do you choose? And there’s a third item, also important: which one do I choose?

Alicia: 
Come on, Luis.

Luis: 
Nooo, we’re going to do things the way we should! (Goes from irony to rage.) There’re many types of smiles. First: the firm smile, as you said. (Makes a face) Second: the artificial smile. (Makes a face) Third: the natural smile. (Makes a face) Fourth: the angelic smile. (Makes a face) Fifth: the wretched grin. (Makes a face) And so, take a look, in the process of moving your mouth and eyes slightly, (he moves them slowly, in slow motion) you acquire a different smile. (He moves his eyes and mouth a little bit more until he gets a horrible expression, with a contorted face and his tongue out.)

Alicia: 
Luis!

Luis: 
(Normal face) Leave me alone, Alicia, this is really enough to…

Alicia: 
No, after all I think that what you said is right…

(Luis covers his face with his hands) I’m going to tell you which smile I like best.

Luis: 
(Covering his face) Let’s see.

Alicia: 
The honest smile… natural… and the angelic.

Luis: 
I knew.

Alicia: 
What did you know?

Luis: 
You never told me but I bet everything that you, deep down in your heart, wanted   him to be… like that, as you said. (He joins his hands in prayer.)

Alicia: 
I don’t see what’s wrong with it.

Luis: 
(Laughing) No, nothing.

Alicia: 
And you would like the firm smile, wouldn’t you?

Luis:
Well… better than the angelic.

(Alicia makes a military gesture and arranges the supposed hat.)

Luis:
Better macho than sanctimonious…

Alicia:
What do you mean sanctimonious?

Luis:
Listen, it’s very clear, the same word says it: “sanctimonious”, listen to its sound. (Makes a gesture of disgust) Something flabby, sanctimo-nious.

Alicia:
You know what I’d like? (Tired) I’d like not to get old with this business.

Luis:
What do you mean?

Alicia:
Of course., I can see myself eighty years from now. (She imitates a shaky old woman with a walking stick and an old woman’s voice.) Let’s see, old man, if we can take a photo of him… (Luis smiles.) No, don’t laugh. (Underlining it) I don’t want to get old with this business.

Luis:
You’ll get old just the same.

Alicia:
Where does that come from?

Luis:
What?

Alicia:
What you just said.

Luis:
Our taking a photo doesn’t mean our remaining… no. The fact that we take a photo doesn’t mean we won’t start becoming… no, it’s the same… (He gets nervous.) Bush, who knows?

(Pause. He looks at the baby carriage.)

Luis:
I have an idea!

Alicia:
What?

Luis:
(Excited) Listen! I think I have got the solution: the important thing for us is a smile for the photo, isn’t it? (Alicia nods.) Then, let’s not quarrel anymore. Let’s draw a neutral one, which we both agree and that’s all. What do you think? 

Alicia:
(Hesitates) Maybe.

Luis:
Let’s try it, we don’t lose anything. Bring a bar of lipstick.

(Alicia fetches one immediately and brings it.)

Alicia:
Shall I draw it?

Luis:
Go ahead.

Alicia:
Meanwhile, be ready with the camera.

(Luis gets ready while Alicia draws the smile.)

Alicia:
Like this?

Luis:
Yes… move out!


(Alicia steps aside quickly.)

Alicia:
Oh, no! He’s sucking the paint! And… if I held his mouth by its sides?

Luis:
The hands would be seen… (Pause. They think.) If he moved his mouth a little bit by himself, so that it looked like… That’s it! That’s what we need! A grimace! At least a slight grimace that we could use as a smile!

Alicia:
But… And how can we get him to make it?

(They hesitate until Luis gets ready again with the camera.)

Luis:
(Slowly) Ali, bend behind him carefully, so that nothing can be seen and twist his foot.

Alicia:
You think so?

Luis:
Don’t hesitate. Be calm and confident.


(Alicia does it, crouching, without looking.)

Alicia:
And?

Luis:
Noting. 

Alicia:
Not even a small one?

Luis:
(Shakes his head.) Try harder.


(Alicia forces her gesture, twisting her hand further.)

Alicia:
Now?

Luis:
(Enraged) Incredible, he’s motionless... .Come on, without fear.. a minute of pain, an instant of suffering that could hardly be noticed and could be taken for… and, mission accomplished! Do you realize?

Alicia:
My hand hurts!

Luis:
He’s changing colors. A trifle more… go ahead!

Alicia:
I can’t do it anymore!

Luis:
(Stops looking through the camera and steps off the chair.) Let’s go.

Alicia:
(Holding her arm in pain) Look what he did to my arm!

Luis:
(In a rage) Now, let’s see if he smiles or not!


(Luis stands at a little distance from the carriage, races and kicks the baby carriage on one side with incredible force, overturning it. Blackout, and a light immediately goes up over Luis and Alicia’s faces looking together at the floor.)

Alicia:
What a lovely smile! As we both wished…


(Luis takes the photo. The flash blinds the audience. Blackout.)

The end
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